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his  audience.  ITie  bet  was  lost;  but  the  better 
had  disappeared,  and  with  him  Paganini’s  violin. 

An  accident  that  often  happens,  is  the  break¬ 
ing  of  the  strings ;  Paganini  never  gives  it  a  se¬ 
cond  thought ;  and  the  listener  perceives  that 
he  continues  his  part,  without  transposition; 
playing  every  thing  that  is  set  down  for  the  four 
strings.  Sometimes  the  cords  will  slacken,  but 
he  has  the  art  of  disguising  this  accident  by  his 
execution.  At  times,  without  stop,  he  screM  s 
up  the  fourth  string  (sol)  with  such  agility. 

He  does  not 


SOME  ACCOUNT  OF  PAGANINI. 

[continued  from  paoe  49.] 

Many  persons  boast  of  being  able  to  read  mu¬ 
sic  at  sight ;  however  expert  they  may  be,  we 
advise  them  not  to  measure  their  strength  with 
Paganini ;  he  does  not  read  music  ;  if  he  knows 
Uie  author — one  glimpse,  and  he  is  sure  of  it  be¬ 
forehand.  “You  praise  my  powers  of  memory,” 
said  Paganini,  to  a  gentleman  who  paid  him  aj 

visit,  “they  are  undoubtedly  excellent,  for  I  play  j  that  the  act  cannot  be  detected, 
every  thing,  even  the  compositions  of  others, !  confess  that  he  uses  this  expedient ;  but  we  were 
from  recollection,  and  never  from  written  notes.  I!  assured  of  it  by  an  artist  who  has  long  been 
Thelarghetto,from  Mozart’s  themain  Don  Juan, !  very  intimate  with  him.  The  advantage  which 
which  you  heard  yesterday,  had  half  escaped  r  Paganini  draws  from  this  stratagem,  is  to  raise 
my  memory,  only  the  day  before,  but  several j  the  sol  to  higher  notes;  and  as  he  screws  and 
hours’  reading  instantly  set  all  to  rights.  Be- jj  unscrews  as  he  pleases,  he  mingles  in  playing, 
sides  this,  the  acco^pffhniBent  of  the  orchestra  notes  of  the  fourth  string,  with  such  as  essen- 
while  I  am  playing,  always  suggests  to  me  what  jj  tially  belong  to  the  third  or  second.  In  the  co- 
is  to  follow— so  that  I  am  never  fearful  of  get-tronella,  he  makes  use  of  every  art,  leading  the 
ting  through  a  piece.  You  are  much  mistaken  jj  ear  from  surprise  to  surprise,  rousing  and  kind- 
if  you  think  I  practise  unremittingly.  During  ling  the  attention  of  his  auditory,  and  when  he 
the  whole  three  months  of  my  illness,  I  never  ji  has  excited  it  to  the  utmost  stretch,  he  keeps  it 
once  took  my  violin  in  hand.” — In  his  musical  in  suspense  with  a  succession  of  unexpected 
tours,  he  has  very  often  advertised  in  his /?Za- { flourishes,  which  work  up  enthusiasm  to  the 
cards  to  play,  the  same  evening,  any  concerto  j  highest  pitch. 

that  the  Professors  of  Music  would  put  before!  The  most  finished  artists  in  vain  seek  to  dis¬ 
him.  He  once  made  a  challenge  of  thissort  at  j  cover  how  these  multitudinous  effects  are  pro- 
Milan  ;  Rolla,  the  le^^  of  the  orchestra  of  Za  jdiiced  by  Paganini ;  no  one  can  guess  how  he 
JScala,  a  famous  vi<^^^  engaged  to  answer  j  imitates  the  double  flageolet^  nor  how  he  ob- 
the  challenge ;  he  co^Posed  a  concerto  express- 1  tains  an  imitation  of  the  metallic  tinkling  of  the 
ly,  and  handed  it  to  PAanffii,  just  as  he  made|zZm6rcZ  which  he  duetts  with  the  single  fla- 
his  appearance  before  il^p^Hiblic.  ^Paganini  i^coZcZ. 

look  hold  of  it,  and  whether  by  inadvertence  or  j  Some  have  been  so  curious  as  to  question 
purposely  is  not  known,  life  placed  it  wp^icZcfhim.  One  evening,  when  the  first  instrumental 
down  on  the  stand.  The  bystanders  thought  |  performers  of  Vienna  were  assembled  at  his 
he  would  turn  it,  but  he  feigned  not  to  take  f  rooms,  Schuppanzigk  and  Mayseder,  to  whom 
any  notice  of  the  mistake,  and  counting  as ithe  violin  and  piano  are  indebted  for  so  many 
nothing  the  immense  difficulty  of  reading  it  j  graceful  compositions,  pressed  him  to  a  disclo- 


creative  genius,  which  renders  the  possessor 
restless,  until  it  is  embodied. 

Paganini,  in  conversation  with  the  gentleman 
above  alluded  to,  says,  “  People  tell  me  that  my 
name  is  up.  I  hope  it  will  be  spread  far  more 
widely  when  I  have  published  my  compositions 
— which  I  intend  to  do  shortly.  They  will  be 
prefaced  by  instnictions  for  players  on  the  vio¬ 
lin,  who  will  thus  learn  my  method  of  dealing 
with  it.  I'hey  shall  have  a  key  to  my  play, 
and  this  will  tend  in  pait  to  remove  the  difficul¬ 
ties  which  have  hitherto  prevented  the  perform¬ 
ance  of  my  pieces.”* 

[to  be  concluded.] 

*  The  eleventh  or  twelfth  number  of  the  Euterpeiacl 
will  contain  a  Rondo  by  this  prodigy  of  a  violinist,  ar¬ 
ranged  for  the  violin  and  piano  forte. 


•  The  following  communication  through  the  post 
office,  came  to  hand  just  as  the  last  number  was 
put  to  press.  We  hope  our  “  friend,  incog.”  will 
pardon  us  for  omitting  several  sentences,  P.  S’s, 
&c.,  which  have  little  or  no  reference  to  the  gene¬ 
ral  subject. 


♦  ♦ 


TO  THE  EDITOR  OF  THE  EUTERPEIAD. 
♦  + 


It  is  not  my  purpase  to  enter  into  a 
dissertation  upon  the  doctrines  of  sound,  or  the 
wonders  of  musical  science;  nor  to  expatiate 
upon  the  delights  of  blissful  melody.  I  like  to 
hold  “sweet  converse”  even  with  the  dead^ 
and  much  more  with  the  living — particularly 
when  employed  in  developing  and  fostering  one 
of  the  most  delightful,  and,  at  the  same  time 
wonderful  arts  that  the  wide  world  can  boast 
of.  I  have  long  deplored  the  manifest  indifle 
rence  with  which  Music  has  been  treated  in  this 
land  of  freedom;  and  have  endeavored,  with 
all  the  influence  and  ability  with  which  my 
humble  self  is  blessed,  to  eradicate  the  false* 
impressions  which  have  hitherto  existed,  and, 


nothing  the  immense  difficulty  ol  reading  it  graceful  compositions,  pressed  him  to  a  disclo- 1.  _ V  ^  ; 

through  ill  that  position,  he  went  on  with  his  [sure.  “  Do  show  us,”  said  Mayseder,  “  how  youl!  .  ^ 

play,  and  executed  it,  as  if  it  were  a  piece  with  I  obtain  down  towards  the  handle,  those  flageo-J”^^  arrivrvl  pvpIi 

t  wn  fo.,,;!;...,  ^  . . i.  «...  ..o..  ot  ibo  hrJHrrp . R^ent  has  arrived— and  even  withm  my  own 


lel  sounds  which  we  .mil  only  find  ^  of  earthly  existence, 

and  those  sZaccaZo-pizzicaZ/,  which  you  make  1  .  .  j  .  » 

with  your  left  hand  without  the  help  of  the 


my 

can 


see. 


which  he  had  been  long  familiar. 

It  makes  no  difference,  either,  to  Paganini, much  satisfaction,  that  vast  iraprove- 
what  instrument  the  music  has  been  written  I  with  your  left  hand  ments  have  been  made  in  this  delightful  and 

for;  heh:isbeensecntocnteraroomandpickjbow,andth^piirzicrtftsoincon(;eivablysHia|g^^^^^^^  of  arts.  No  longer  is  the  finger  of 
upa^i/,andwithouttheleastpreparation,play  and  strong.  Paganini  dws  not  like  to  unfoW ^  pointed  at  the  musical  devoid;  no 

a  viohn-part  to  oxercisc.s  composed  by  Kramer,  |  '“s  means  of  execution—  i»?o  caro,  he  rcpli- ,  despised  as  a  profession,  or  con¬ 

fer  the  piano,  lie  plays  on  all  violins  indis-;ed,  ognunoUsuot  f  f as  an  evil.  Wenowfind  itholdingan 

orimiiiatcly,  although  he  uses  in  general  a  jgar-i;^'^ry  one  h<^  his  secrets.  I  grant  you,  ?*^‘|inii>ortai  '  -  -  - 

ncrins ;  but  what  is  singular,  he  strings  it 
with  thinner  cords  than  is  usual. 

At  a  tabu  d'^hote,  in  Germany^,  the  conversa¬ 
tion  happened  lately^  to  turn  on  the  subject  ofii 


flat,  we  must  not  omit  to  speak  of  his  adagio 


I’aganini’s  musical  skill.  An  individual  who 

was  present,  laid  a  wager,  that  at  a  concert  to  ,  ,  ,  .  -  ,  •  , 

Ik?  given  that  very  evening,  the  celebrated  ^ex-\nppasionnato,  which  is  overwhelmingly  ina- 
iornier  would  be  completely  nonplused  by  the|!j^^|<^  ^tid  pathetic.  The  history  of  this  corn- 
substitution  of  another  instrument  in  place  of  j  P^^idon  deserves  to  be  know’ii : 
that  on  which  he  usually  play  ed.  The  wageri  Paganini  had  just  left  the  theatre,  where  he 
being  accepted, the  better  contrived  to  exchange!  had  heard  Demarini,  the  first  tragedian  of  Italy, 


A  ^  u  I  ;..rr!iB^P^rtant  rank  among  the  fair  sons  and  daugh- 

swered  he  German,  “I  Twi  h  .Inm  ‘er®  privileged  land,  and  considere.1 

that,  but  as  for  j  ours,  j  oi  g  p  >  ^  greatest  refinements  that  can  adorn 

without  danger;  I  warrant  you  that  they  woitld  I human  mind-thc  finishing  touch  of  a 
scarcely  be  made  free  « It  1.  .  .  jj  polished  education.  And,  indeed,  should  it  not 

In  his  concertos,  the  first  of  which  is  m  thus  ?  Who  can  resist  its  magic  spell? 


Paganini’s  violin  for  a  cracked  fiddle.  Just  as 
die  concert  was  alxiut  to  commence,  the  musi¬ 
cian  discovered  the  trick,  when,  without  losing 
his  self-possession,  he  thus  addressed  his  au¬ 
dience  : — ‘  Ladies  and  Gentlemen, — I  perceive 
that  my  violin  has  been  changed  for  another; 
the  art,  however,  is  not  in  the  wood,  but  in  me !’ 
—He  then  commenced  playing,  and  drew  forth 
from  the  wretched  instrument  the  most  ravish- 


as  the  hero  of  a  prison  scene,  relating  his  mis¬ 
fortune,  and  praying  Providence  to  relieve  him 
of  the  burden  of  life.  Paganini,  full  of  the 
(emotions  excited  by  the  performance  of  the 
actor,  threw  himself  on  his  bed ;  but  slumber 
fled  his  ey^es.  At  length  despairing  to  find  rest, 
he  rose,  and  taking  his  violin,  sought  to  relieve 
his  excited  sensibilities  by  transmitting  to  the 
strings  an  effusion  of  the  pathos  that  had  rent 


Surely  “  he  that  hath  no  music  in  his  soul,  and 
is  not  moved  by  the  concord  of  sw  eet  sounds,” 
is  fit  for  nothing;  is  to  be  pitied.  Even  the 
brute  is  moved  by  its  all-powerful  charms,  and 
knows  how  to  appreciate  its  intrinsic  value. 
And  sliall  we,  who  are  by  nature  exalted  far 
above  the  brute  creation,  debase  ourselves  a.s 
far  lieneath  them,  by  negligence,  tmd  an  im¬ 
proper  use  of  those  high  and  desirable  gifts 
with  which  wt  are  ever  blessed 
^  I  myself  am  a  devoted  lover  of  Music’s 
charms — and  have  yet  survived  the  contemptu¬ 
ous  ribaldry  of  the  vulgar  multitude.  Their 
woful  prognostications,  happily  perhaps  for  my* 
exiitence,  have  never  yet  come  to  pass !  To  be 


ing  sounds  that  ever  had  delighted  tlie  ears  of|his  breast.  This  is  inspiration ;  such  is  thefdeprived  of  the  love  which  I  bear  for  it,  w’ould 


THE  EUTERPEIAH. 


cause  me  to  mourn  as  did  Jacob  at  the  loss  ofi  of  your  observations, — one  particular,  at  this!  The  folfewing  account  of  the  different  pro- 


vetuy  music,  i  am  willing  lo  acicnowieage,  originaiq,  ai  leasi  exisi,  oui  populous  ciues :  us  pmiiuuim  inuon..  m  iw 

sir,  that  I  am  an  enthusiast — and  I  would  not  Now  if  this  be  not  arrogance,  it  certainly  is  pe-  is  called  Polo  ;  in  Biscay,  Zorctco  ;  in  Ara- 
give  a  straw  for  a  person  that  is  not  capable  of  dantry.  You  must  know,  sir,  that  some  of  the  gon,  la  Jota  ;  in  Gallicia,  la  Muneira  ;  in 
being  excited  to  the  highest  pitch — C.  in  Alt,  brightest  geniuses  that  ever  adorned  and  bless-  Castile,  las  Ahhas  Verdes.  In  Valencia, 
at  least — by  the  liquid  strains  of  enchanting  ed  the  circles  of  literature  and  science,  had  their  there  is  a  peculiar  measure  to  which  the  in¬ 
music.  Yes, I  am  an  enthusiast;  and  predicat-  origin  in  the  country — and  do  actually  exist  habitants  occasionally  dance:  it  is  a  species  of 
coupon  this  fact,  could,  by  a  course  of  logical  there — in  every  branch  of  literature.  That  a  the  JZbraco,  and  is  played  on  a  wind  instru- 
reasoning,  makeoutmyselftobe  a  city  affords  greater  facilities  to  the  avenues  of  ment  called  /JwZzaina,  accompanied  by  a 

too ;  ‘a  dislinguishment  which  I  pretend  no  knowledge,  is  a  point  evident  in  itself.  But  to  small  drum,  much  resembling  that  still  used  by 
claims  to, — a  gift  which  I  do  not  actually  pos-  affirm,  or  even  imply,  that  all  knowledge  must  the  Arabs.  It  isj  in  fact,  the  pipe  and  tabor  of 
sess.  Indeed,  enthusiasm  is  a  prominent  cha-  necessarily  exist  in  them,  and  in  them  alone,  is  poetry.” 


racteristic  of  true  genius,  and  although  one  may  certainly  preposterous.  There  exists,  in  gene-  Several  of  the  fifteen  melodies  contained  in 
possess  the  former,  without  the  latter,  yet  it  is  ral,  too  much  prejudice  against  country  pro-  this  work  are,  in  the  highest  degree,  energetic 
impossible  to  have  the  latter  separate  from  the!  ductions — and  why  there  should  be  any,  is  to  and  original,  and  bear  a  national  stamp— a 
former.  1  me  inexplicable — it  certainly  is  unjust — and  character  entirely  confined  to  Spanish  music 

When  I  first  heard  of  your  design  of  publish-  may  be  considered  the  offspring  of  envy — of  a  till  late  years,  w  hen  it  has  been  imitated  in 

ing  a  musical  periodical,  it  pleased  me  much, —  mean  selfishness.  Whenever  we  find  genius,  every  part  of  Europe.  But  some  of  the  airs 

and  I  at  once,  resolved  to  become  its  warm  sup-  if  it  be  but  a  spark,  instead  of  smothering  it  are,  evidently,  importations  into  the  Peninsula, 
porter,  id  est,  if  it  should  possess  any  claims  to|  with  the  cold  water  of  severe  criticism — thus  and  show  incontestable  proofs  of  their  Italian 
public  favor.  You,  sir,  have  enlisted  in  a  no-  driving  its  possessor  to  despair — it*  should  be  and  German  sources.  All,  from  whatever 
ble  cause — and  have  a  wide  field  of  usefulness  cherished  as  a  precious  gem, — should  be  blown  clime  derived,  are  more  or  less  agreeable;  and 
before  you.*  *  *  *  Recollect  that  a  weighty  i  into  a  shining  blaze.  But,  in  some  cases,  severity  if  the  adaptation  of  the  words  to  the  notes  had 
responsibility  rests  upon  you — that  you  possess  1  is  proper  and  even  necessary — and,  sir,  permit  been  as  free  from  error  as  the  accompani- 
the  means  of  doing  much  good  or  much  hurt. —  I  me  to  add,  that  I  think  your  application  of  it,  ments,  &c.,  we  shoi|j^  h^rre  found  but  little  of 
The  “  Euterpeiad”  has  arrived  to  its  4th  No.,*  in  many  instances,  just.  an  objectional  nature  in  the  volume, 

and  each  succeeding  one  has  given  increased ;  From  your  friend,  incog,  x.  y.  z.  All  the  songs  are  more  or  less  beautiful,  and 

satisfaction.  Indeed,  I  cannot  constrain  myself  -  through  which  there  breathes  the  chivalric 

from  the  expressions  of  the  high  praise  which  Collection  of  Peninsular  Melodies  ;  the  Eng-  and  romantic  spirit  of  old  Spain.  We  subjoin 

this  little  work  so  richly  merits.  Every  word,  tcords  by  Mrs.  Hemans^  Mrs.  Morton^  John  a  specimen  of  them. 

part,  and  particle  are  devoured- b’e,  #’s,  »•«««>««  oathkrino  sono. 

and  aZ//  The  selections  are  ch^te  and  inter-  ^  work  bearing  this  title  has  been  lately  Chains  in  the  chfes '**^00111  air ' 

esting,  and  such  as  would  enrich  the  columns  published  in  London, -dedicated  hyper-  Co^  to  the  hX? 

01  our  ^st  periodicals.  mission  to  his  Majesty,  In  an  instructive  and  Silence  and  fear  in  the  rich  oranjre  bowers — 

It  IS  in  the  department  of  criticism  that  your  interesting  preface,  the  compiler,  a  gentleman  I  Come  to  the  rocks,  where  Freedom  hath  towers  \ 

greatest  care  and  circumspection  will  requir-  named  Hodges,  thus  accounts  for  the  appear-  Come  from  the  Darrol !  cj^ked  is  its  tone ; 

Cd,  recollecting  not  to  condemn  or  give  praise  ^f  the  nrpsent  miblication  • _ “  The  music  Come  where  the  streanse  I^Hbndage  have  known  ! 


THE  MOORISH  GATHERING  SONO. 

BV  MRS.  KEMANS. 

Chains  in  the  cities  !  gloom  in  the  air  1 
Come  to  the  hills  I  fresh  breezes  are  there; 
Silence  and  fear  in  the  rich  orange  bowers— 

Come  to  the  rocks,  where  Freedom  hath  towers  t 

Come  from  the  Darrol !  cMwed  is  its  tone  ; 

Come  where  the  streanis  l^^bndage  have  known  ! 
Widely  and  proudly^oaming,  they  leap, 

verily  believe  that  it  would  be  almost  an  im-j-j  fo^'lhVorilinalufo'f^^  clarlcte;  /reed„™^o^fc.eep  .o  ..eep ! 

possibility  to  give  an  impartial  criticism  onLj^g  sweetness  of  its  melody,  as  to  afford  fre-  Come  from  AlharnbM^garden  and  grove 

any  subject, — particularly  where  the  parties  tho  Wore  Uq,.  Now  may  not  shelter  ^auty  or  love  ; 

are  known  But  there  is  a  nossibilitv  of  an  occasion  of  regret  to  the  lovers  of  har-i  Blood  on  the  waters ! fleath  midst  the  flowers! 

are  Known,  dui  mere  is  a  possioiiiiy  oi  ap-  that  some  adequate  specimens  have  not  Only  the  rock  and  the  spear  are  ours. 

proymating  so  near  the  standard  of  merit  as  atL,  ^een  selected  from  it  in  order  to  take  ^ 

least  to  me  a  tolerable  idea  of  the  subject  un-|  that  place  to  which  they  are  so  deserv  edly  en- 

der  consideration.  Reviewers  are  too  fond  of  titled  am omrst  the  various  national  melndies  of  hemans. 

following  the  popular  path  of  public  opinion —  *1,  T4  •  nv.  •  r  i  The  summer  leaves  were  sighing 

iuiiuwiiig  uic  pupuiai  ,  other  COUIltrieS.  It  IS  with  a  view  of  supply-  Around  the  Ze^ri  maid 

whic^  together  With  their  own  ing  this  deficiency,  that  the  compiler  of  the  To  her  bne 

shaped  by  popular  fa i^r  are  a  great  barrier  to  work  now  offers  to  the  public  some  ofi  As  it  fill’d  the  olive  sha^e. — 

just  criticism.  Indeed,  these  seem  ever  to  form  ^  admired  airs,  of  which  J  r  , 

the  most  prominent  features  of  the  review, —  Her  land’s,  her  kindred’s  foe » 

the  true  standard  of  merit  to  whieh  all  thinas  ITltide  a  numerous  collection  during  the  Where  a  Christian  Spaniard  roveth 

tne  true  standard  ol  merit,  to  winch  all  things  j  campaigns  in  the  Peninsula.”  Should  a  Zegri’s  ^irit  go ! 

must  pay  humble  obeisance!  We  have  more  than  nnee  fsavs  the  flnrA 

In  all  criticisms  candor  and  frankness  should  ^  •  \  j  •  ^  \  /•!  *  From  thy  glance,  my  mother ! 

1  a  icimsjca  a  \^nknesssnouiO||  ^  \  ^gg^^  an  opinion,  that  most  of  I  sink  with  shame  oppress’d, 

be  the  accompanying  characteristics.  In  place  ^e  called  the  national  airs  of  Spain,  And  L  dark  eye  of  mTbrother 

of  the  former,  however,  we  most  usua%  find  ^j^g  descendants  of  the  Saracens.  Is  an  arrow  to  my  breast.’ 

a  mean ^Ifishness^and  as  a  substitute  for  the  ^here  is  acharacter  in  them,  which  resemblesi 

latter,  a  haughty  effrontery.  But,  without  theirL„,,,i„„  p,, indwd  somenf  thpm  '  TKus  sung  the  Zegn  maid, 

realittes,allcriticismsarewithouteharacterand![‘h"‘;;2ri®Trery^  ''l'\’'rh^:..'u;rri:g‘‘oX:“Ltr” 

£  uprn^hrpuWic”  anrsKd%eceive  thei  ®  n®  ‘ 

tv.!:.  i,.;.  receive  tne  gajiphs  once  waved.  Our  opinion  is  strength- 1  This  wo  in  secret  borne  : 

severity  of  j .  ^°“’'.®^'!'ened  by  the  author  of  the  preface,  who  tells  This  tlower  of  younu  life  blasted, 

sedations  upon  the  Methodist  Harmonist,  =  « jj  jg  difficult  lo  fix  a  certain  date  to  I  „  S*’""'''  * but  scorn  T 

although  they  may  be  correct  in  the  main,  vet  ’  r  i  Bv  aught  but  dailvdymi; 

were  certainly  made  in  a  very  obiectionahle  more  remote  musical  composi-  Would  my  lone* truth  be  repaid?’ 

sumption  of  power  not  warranted  by  their*  e^-  5  'o'^m-mv*of**thp*S*  ***^”*1**  "  ® 


And  they  in  their  display  of  greatness  and  mu-i  festi\als  and  carou-  Igenius  is  only  second  to  that  of  Mrs.  Hemans. 

sical  profundity,— qualities  which  tliey  possess  We  are  much  pleased  with  the  following 

only  in  a  nomiMoint  of  view-exhibted,  as‘  re-echoed  the  sounds  of  revelry  specimen  of  her  talents  : 

it  would  seem,  a  selfish  arrogance,  which  car-^  ^  jf  ’  ,  a  connexion  exists  between 

ned  with  it  its  own  antidote.  fbl  t  kT  a  '‘connexion  exists  oeiween  Bitcayan  u 

Hivf  T  Uovrirx  ,  ,  the  habits  and  manners  of  the  present  and  « 

tivA  tn  thp  mntifiT  make,  also,  rela-  fQj.ffier  possessors  of  this  [that]  country.”  i  /xi  r  n  J- 

live  to  tne  marZer,  as  well  as  manner  of  some  ^  .  r  ^  /  II”*  sofliy  fails  the  foo 

!  We  never  m  any  of  our  remarks,  intended  to  convey  Where  those  he  wotj 

♦  Six  numbers  of  the  Euterpeiad  were  published  whenl  such  an  idea,  and,  consequently,  think  our  correspondent  More  gently  than  a  mo 

this  communication  came  to  hand.  Ed.  E.  U has  drawn  a  wiong  inference  from  the  Review,  id.  e.  Who  seeks  her  down 


ZORCICO. 

The  Biscayan  to  his  Mistress^ 

BY  MRS.  IfORTON. 

Oh  !  sofily  falls  the  foot  of  love. 

Where  those  he  worships  rest, 

More  gently  than  a  mother  bird. 

Who  seeks  her  downy  nest* 
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And  thus  I  steal  to  thee,  beloved, 
Beneath  the  dark  blue  night ; 

Oh,  come  to  our  unconquerM  hills. 

For  there  the  stars  are  bright. 

Oh,  pleasant  *t  is  to  wander  out, 

Wh  en  only  thou  and  I 

Are  there,  to  speak  our  happy  thought 
To  that  far  silent  sky  ! 

The  valleys  down  beneath  are  full 
Of  voices  and  of  men  ; 

Oh!  come  to  our  untrodden  hills. 

They  will  not  tell  again. 

The  balmy  air  m^  breathe  as  sweet. 
With  perfume  floating  slow  ; 

But  here,  where  thou  and  I  may  roam. 
The  fresh  wild  breezes  blow  ; 

Oh  !  here  each  little  flow’ret  seems 
To  know  that  it  is  free  ; 

The  winds  on  our  unconquer’d  hills 
Are  full  of  liberty. 


Song  or  Duet, — “  What  Fairy  like  Music,” — a  Gon¬ 
dola, — words  by  Mrs.  C.  B.  Wilson,  music  by  J.  De 
Pinna. 

[Both  the  words  and  Music  are  “  delightful.”] 

“  Le  plaisir  des  dames,” — a  Divertimento  for  the  Piano 
Forte,  composed  by  W.  lucho,  [author  of  the  very  popu¬ 
lar  song,  entitled,  “  Have  you  not  seen  the  timid  tear  /”] 
and  dedicated  to  Miss  Mary  Fitzhugh. 

[A  review  of  the  Divertimento  is  prepared,  but 
we  cannot  possibly  find  room  for  it  in  this  number; 
it  will  appear  in  our  next.] 

*‘Le  Petit  Tambour,” — Variations  for  the  Piano  forte, 
with  Flute  accompaniment. 


either  their  ears  or  eyes  enchanted,  to  pass  a  few 
hours  at  this  Garden,  on  these  occasions. 

Castle  Garden. — On  Friday  evening  the  23d 
ult.  for  the  first  time  we  attended  a  Concert  of 
music  at  this  Garden.  The  pieces  performed, 
consisted  of  comic  songs,  duets,  &c.,  the  execution 
of  some  of  which  were  extremely  good.  Those 
troubled  with  the  “blues,”  are  advised  to  go  to 
Castle  Garden  on  the  nights  when  concerts  are 
given.  - 

The  Bowery  Theatre  opens  this  evening  with  a 


.  I  *  1  r  Tv/T  j  strong  and  efficient  company,  under  the  manage- 

The  article  below,  concerning  the  style  of  Madame  nivT  tt  ui-  ^  ® 

Lalpde,  and  the  modern  and  existing  Italian  style  of  Hamblin. 

singing,  is  copied  from  a  London  paper.  ' 

Our  readers  will  be  disappointed  if  they  expect  The  Park  Theatre  closes  for  the  present  season^ 

to  find  in  Lalande  what  is  in  this  country  and  in  to-morrow  evening,  when  its  worthy  and  enter- 

France  looked  upon  as  a  brilliant  singer.  Her  prising  manager  takes  a  benefit,  on  which  occa- 


--  T»  Ayr  cj  r  .  a  r  style  is  perhaps  more  simple  and  unadorned  than  sion  Mrs.  Austin  will  appear  in  an  opera. 

Mi  PizziCA,  Mi  Stimola  : ana  .^ir  from  ^  ^  r  •  •  •  «  c 

1  t  4  j  m  I,,  that  of  any  other  eminent  foreign  singer  of  the  - 

the  celebrated  Opera  of  Jrlasaniello ;  as  sung  by'  ,  •  •  r  *  j  j  t^..t 

Mr,  4  „,f  in  Selected  and  arramed  bu  Senior  I  tnodern  and  existing  Italian  «  she  never  blamed  him,  never  ."’-Bourne 

jurs.  .,^USlin.  ^eieciea  ana  arrun^tu  uy  \  .  Iioc  _ _ -u _ j _ 


day.  It  IS,  in  fact,  the  modern  and  existing  Italian  |  <<  She  never  blamed  him^  neeer /’’—Bourne  has  just 

G.  Pons.  (Bourne,  New-York.)  '  r  “  dwtinguished  from  that  which  has  pre-  laid  upon  our  desk  an  air  to  the  above  words,  arranged  by 

...  '  .  I  vailed  in  Italy  up  to  withm  a  very  few  years,  and  Mr.  Boyle  ;  which  in  addition  to  the  usual  aitnbutes  of 

We  have  no  hesitation  in  pronouncing,  this,; ig  Ijy  Qf^Qj^eously  believed  to  prevail |  g®pd  music,  pi  eases  both  the  sight  and  smell,  it  being 
new  song  to  be  one  of  the  neatest  adaptations  there  still.  It  is  the  style  of  expression,,  a  gtyle  j  tinted  paner  delicately  scented  by  some 

of  a  popular  air,  which  we  have  ever  seen,  and  ^  which  derives  all  its  characters  and  effect  from  the  ;  essence.  —N.  Y.  Com.  Advertiser. 

on  examining  it,  we  are  astonished  that  Auber ;  sentfment  from  which  it  springs,  and  to  which  it|  [How  rapid  is  the  progress  of  luxury  !  Will  it 
has  ne.glecled  to  make  use  of  the  subject  as  a  I  appeals.  It  is  the  aim  and  attainment  of  have  bounds.^  It  moves  with  the  strides  of 

sona  for  his  Priina  Donna,  which  is  now  tbCiiande  to  elicit  from  the  music  which  she  sings  all  Giant  with  seven  mile  boots.  It  is  moreover  sure 
fashion  with  most  composers  since  Weber,  who  I  the  expression  of  which  it  is  legitimately  suscep- :  to  come  from  Ncw.York,--of  every  Variety,  from 
lias  adopted  that  coarse  in  his  Ih-r  Freischlltz  Itible,  without  connecting  it  with,  at  best  extrane-  the  first  use  of  a  steamer  to  that  of  pcrf»med 

«nd  nhflrnn _ Tlip  first  sixteen  burs  are  tn  cases  out  of  ten,  irrelevant  and  How  we  long  to  see  the  first  debut  of  this 

fmmd  frthe  Overlnre-^^^  sn^^eiinn  of  *  mischievous  ornament.  In  a  word,  she  entirely  new  fashioned  music  in  Boston!  How  delectable 

hrobpn  X’-IZcs  J  la  '  abandons  in  her  singing  what  tlie  Italians  call  the  it  would  be  of  a  warm  day,  to  hear  a  coloquy  to 

discords  and  broken  phrase,  a  la  \V  (  her  "  hK^h  iy-^ri/uro;  and  if  we  add,  that  she  studiously  the  following  tenor !  “  My  dear  Miss  Tulip,— do 

forms  a  fine  preparation  for  the  RecitalU  e  which  ,  ayojjg  t^jg  expedient  of  success,  we  would  merely  f  Piay  nm  an  air  on  the  piano.  ’’  «  What  color,  Mr. 

follows.  This  recitntive  is  quiet  and  ^'d>dued, | jj^ thereby,  that  her  style  iH  absolutely  free  I  “Now  that  is  a  very  discriminating 

interspersed  with  Ritornelles  of  four  bars,  by  the  I  from  it — not  that  there  is  any  affectation  of  such  question.  Miss  Tulip,  and  I  always  like  to  seedis- 
wind  hist  ruments  only,  selected  from  the  sub-!  freedom.  |  crimination  in  music;  give  us  your  choice:”  “ 

ject  in  the  Overture.  An  Allegro  follows  this  I  -  H  then,  Mr.  Bantum,”  for  the  dear  creatures  some- 

recitative,  and  is  introduced  by  a  trumpet  |  An  editor  of  a  southern  paper,  after  speaking  favorably  I  "vriW  vy  it  a  little,  in  the  great  city  of  Gotham, 

charge  of  three  bars;  the  whole  band  then  •  of  this  work,  says :  “  Fy,  then,  I  will  play  you  a because  they 

breaks  in  for  three  bars,  and  it  concludes  on  the*  Amongst  the  innocent  enjoyments  of  life  welr^^  purple  is  sometimes  the  color  of  the  beautifiB 
key  of  D  major,  with  a  pause.  The  wild  and} think  that  music  holds  a  high  rank,  and  shouldjjP'KP^®  musical, 

beautiful  melody  of  the  Overture  next  follows '  be  more  generally  cultivated.  Nothing  can  so  L  to  you.  Miss  Tul^,  how  delight- 


taste,  and  the  modulation  of  the  Coda  is  excel- ^  ,  Music  in  its  moral  and  refining  t 

lent,  which  alone  isadded  to  Aiibor’s  melody.  I'f”  J'- 

r  .1  •  r  -4  1  I  Montesquieu  has  said,  that  “it  is  the  only 

As  a  morceau  for  the  piano  forte  and  ama-Li _ ♦  *  _ _  4U« 


The  learned  Baron  beautiful  tones  and  partake  of  their 

it  is  the  only  one  of  aromati^  odor!  I  am  excessively 


As  a  morceau  for  the  piano  forte  and  ama-l^j^g  which  does  not  corrupt  the  mind”— and  What  can  be  a  more 

teur  performers,  this  song  has  peculiar  advan-  Jii,^.  celebrated  Martin  LuUier,  the  great  Reformer,  personification  of  harmony  than  the  yVa- 

tages.  Mr.  Pons  having  in  a  second  line  obvi-  ^as  said— we  forget  his  words— but  he  has  placed ^*^®  ^^®  diffused  through 

ated  all  those  difficulties,  which  a  voice  of  the  ^almost  on  a  level  with  the  brutes,  that  man  who|  notes  of  music!  Betoo  c.nt.o«i.] 

extent  and  cultivation  of  that  which  Mrs.  Aus-i  cannot  be  moved  by  the  “harmony  of  sweet  - 

till  possesses,  finds  no  difficulty  in  executing  sounds.”  We  have  long  thought  that  too  little!  Music  Extraordinary. — We  were  struck  by 
the  accompaniment  is  full  and  rich  and  yet  easy  ;  attention  is  paid  in  this  country,  to  this  branch  ofij  an  advertisement  on  the  cover  of  the  N.  Y.  Euter- 
for  a  tolerable  performer  on  the  piano  forte.  i  polite  education,  and  sincerely  hope  that  the  Eu-ipeiad,  doubtless  penned  by  some  mad  musician, 
These  remarks  we  have  thrown  together, ‘Icrpeiad  may  be  generally  patronized.  jwho  calls  himself  Mr.  Goward.  The  advertiser 

fmm  linviiirr  tlirt  wloiirv  Avto  ....  !  Virginia  Free  Prett.  ■  savs,  his  Drincioles  are  entirelv  new.  wherebv  a 


from  having  looked  over  the  piano  forte  ar¬ 
rangement  of  the  song,  and  from  having  heard  ; 
it  more  than  once  at  the  Park  Theatre.  Ihur 


erpeiad  may  be  generally  patronized.  j  who  calls  himself  Mr.  Goward.  The  advertiser 

Virginia  Free  Prew.  ,  says,  his  principles  are  entirely  new,  whereby  a 

.  greater  knowledge  of  music  can  be  acquired  in  one 

A  good  beginning. — We  noticed  several  weeks  ■  than  by  the  ordinary  method  in  a  year! — 


♦1  r  11  uic  1  UFK  iiitdirt.  **ao  ^  i  «  living  shame’ 

tlM3  full  score  boon  placed  in  our  hands,  we  „„dcr  the  direction  of  Mr  Josenh  Bailev  was  .T  ♦  o  .  a  sname  .  a  living  sname. 

should  have  Clltercd  into  further  miliuti®.  “section  ot  Mr.  Josepn  Bailey,  was  that  the  most  sweet  and  melodious  of  all  mstru- 


ishW  MUSICAL  WORKS,  |of  the  Scriptures,”  and  a  “Prayer,” 

PUBLISHED  DURI.NCI  THE  LAST  FORTNIGHT.  duced.  Wc  arc  heartily  glad  to  s< 

„  fiif  Bourse.  -  {hope  hereafter,  that  similar  exercises 

Song—  Henry  who  adore,  thee.”— Words  by  R.  Produced  whenever  Sacred  Concerts 
Oaites,  Lsq.  inn.sic  by  T.  S.  Robbons.  n..  „  i  4*  4i  •  i  r  4- 

Jtallid,-' ‘  She  never  blamed  him,  never  !’’-\Vritten  | 


given  in  that  city,  and  that  between  the  perform-  ,  t}je  human  roicc,  should  be  so  seldom  and  so 

ance  of  some  of  the  musical  pieces,  the  “  Reading  wretchedly  tuned  !”  Well  done,  Mr.  Coward  !— 
of  the  Scriptures,”  and  a  “  Prayer,”  were  intro-  j^ve  beg  pardon,  there  should  be  a  G  in  the  place 


jduccd.  e  are  heartily  glad  to  see  this,  andjiQp  you  teach  by  steam,  or  by  the  aid 

fhope  hereafter,  that  similar  exercises  may  be  in-"  of  the  sledge-hammer.^  Bait.  Minerra. 


arc  given. 


No.  IX.  of  the  Euterpeiad  will  contain  the  fol- 


RilUfl^  “  ivojlor  \  K-  ’  w  adopting  this  plan,  a  proper  distinction  will  be 

isallad, —  ^nc  never  blamed  him,  never!  —Written!  f  i  .  .  j  c  i  •  to  readers  and  correspondents. 

by  Thos.  B.  Hayly,  Esn.-arrangod  with  svn.nhonics  and  ?  observed  between  Sacred  and  Secular  Music.  ^  r  r  .  ■  j  ii  '  .  •  .L  c  i 

acconqianiments,  bv  Mr.  Boyle.  '  ’’  _  ^o.  IX.  of  the  Euterpeiad  will  contain  the  fol- 

"’“r  o  j  rXiblo's  Third  Concert  took  place  at  his  splendid  lowing  articles.  ,  w.i.A  n,.. 

by  Miss  Clara  Fisher,  and  the  cc  ebrated  Snanish  Ba  -  j  r*  i  At  j  •  4i  i.  rru  Accemnt  of  Paganini,  conc\wded\  On  Scottish  Mu- 

lil,  “No,no,  Qnu-r«  caaa.me.’’  ‘  .'Garden,  on  Monday  evening,  the  26th  uh.  The;  Musicll  Education ;  Defence  of  Dyer’s 

All  these  are  elcgantlv  printed  on  fancy  colored  ^"?®;  Chorusses,  ^c.  by  “  David Remew  of  a.  Diverts- 


papers,  and  possess  mor'e  or  less  merit.  Perliaps'i®^’ .f'®'"/'’®"  ®*®®ij®»‘-  would  particularly;  mento/or  Me  Piono /V/r.  rAe^  #-0.; 

ws^may  hereafter  make  some  remarks  on  ‘be  L  ^  A  Duet,  by  Ba^ett,  entMed, Sister  Planet." 

n..  n ...... _  |of  the  celebrated  Nicholson.  After  hearing  him |  The  writer  of  the  lines  to  “  Genevieve,”  is  re- 


music. 

By  Bromberg. 

La  Bajonnese,”— a  Waltz  for  the  Piano  Forte. 
_  By  Firth  and  Hall. 


A  Duety  by  Barnett,  entitled,  “  Sister  Planet.^* 

The  writer  of  the  lines  to  “  Genevieve,”  is  re- 


I  again,  we  shall  be  better  enabled  to  speak  of  his;  quested  to  call  at  the  publisher’s,  for  a  letter, 
manner  of  playing  tlie  fiute. — Niblo  has  made  ar-j  We  acknowledge  the  receipt  of  a  musical  coii>- 


•^Overture  to  the  Marriage  of  Figaro,”— arranged  asSr^^^gcnients  to  give  concerts  regularly  every  Mon- j  position, 
a  duei  for  two  flutes. — No.  13,  J  day  evening,  and  we  would  advise  all  who  wish  j  Crier..” 


entitled  “  Hot  Com,  or  the  New-York 


I 


I, 


THE  EUTERPEIAD 


BRIGHT  SHIJYES  THE  MOON. 


COMPOSED  AND  ARRANGED  FOR  THE  EUTERPEIAD. 


mountain's  brow,  Bright  o’er  the  wa  -  -  vy  sea  she  gleams ;  Bright  shines  the  moon  !  but  bright  -  er  Thou !  W  ho  cloth’st  the  moon  with 
com  -  fort  find,  Wlien  thou  dost  hide  thy  -  self  a  -  far  ;  Come,  Sa  -  viour,  come,  thy  -  self  re  -  veal.  Rise,  Day-Spring  !  rise,  my 


wings 


e  gone,  And  dry  the  tear 
le  shine.  The  child  of  hap 


all  her 

morn  -  ing 

beams. 

star. 
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Rise 
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on  this  cheer  -  less 

Ho  - 
heart 
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MORENDO. 


The  sweet  simplicity  that  runs 

Its  epithets  arej 
monly  happy ;  we  do  not  remember  a  finer! 


into  our  parterre 
through  them  must  reccommend  it  to  the  heart 
of  every  reader  of  refined  taste 
uncomi 

in  all  pastoral  poetry,  than  that  in  the  third  verse, 
‘  nest-hanging.’  ” 

THE  VEXERABL.E  ELM. 

The  bards  of  Ohio  can  boast  of  their  Maple, 

That  tow’rs  in  their  woodlands,  or  shades  their  green 
shore  ; 

Can  dwell  on  its  sweets*  as  of  produce  a  staple. 

And  use  its  firm  plank  for  the  wheat-threshing  floor  ; 
■'But  much  dearer  to  me  is  mild  liberty's  tree,f 
The  long  growing  elm,  the  house-shading  elm. 

The  old  family  elm,  the  venerable  Elm. 


THE  MOTHER* 

“  Look  !  how  he  smiles,  our  only  boy. 

And  see — his  arms  stretch’d  forth  to  meet 

Tlw  first  embrace — ah,  this  is  joy 

Which  makes  my  happiness  complete. 

I ’ve  taught  him  how  to  speak  thy  name, 
And  when  his  blue  eyes  closed  at  night, 

He  lisp’d  it  out,  when  morning  came. 

Still  would  he  breathe  it  with  delight. 

Dearest ! — he  laughs  as  if  his  heart 
Like  ours  was  ml’d  with  love  and  joy ; 

He  cannot  say  how  dear  thou  art. 

But,  ah  !  he  feels — the  darling  boy  ! 

Take  him  upon  thy  knee,  and  kiss 
The  dimples  from  his  rosy  cheeks. 

First  upon  that,  and  now  on  this  ; 

Look  at  his  eye — it  almost  speaks. 

Oh  !  I  have  watch’d  him  day  and  night. 

And  read  his  dreams  as  on  he  slept ; 

And  when  he  oped  his  eyes  of  light. 

And  to  my  arms  delighted  leapt, 

I ’ve  wish’d  that  thou  wert  near  to  see 
How  with  each  mom  his  looks  improved ; 

How  like  a  vine  he  clung  to  me, 

And  seem’d  to  say,  ’t  was  all  he  loved !” 

Thus  spake  the  mother,  as  upon 

Her  blue-eyed  boy  she  fondly  gazed ; 

Another  moon  had  scarcely  gone. 

Ere  the  child’s  eye  was  simk  and  glazed  ; 

Like  moulded  wax,  too  soon  he  lay 
Cold— motionless  upon  her  bosom  ; 

H<^,  ioy,  and  all  haa  pass’d  away. 

Chill  death  had  nipp’d  the  tender  blossom. 

Balt.  Mioerra.  t  i 


MISCELLANEOUS  LITERATURE 


WRITTEN  ON  THE  WATER. 

That  little  word, /oreice//, 

Was  that  too  much  for  thee  to  say  to  me, 

To  leave  its  lingering  tones  in  memory. 

Upon  my  heart  to  dwell  ? 

It  is  enough — we 've  parted — Life  has  not 
For  me,  a  sadder  thing  than  that  one  thought. 

I  watch’d,  till  weariness 
Crept  o’er  the  heavy  hours,  as  hope  went  by 
On  raven  wings,*darkening  the  summer  sky. 
Before,  all  shadowiess  ^ 

Casting  its  sunlight  o’er  the  vision’d  things. 
Which  came  in  thick  and  wild  imaginings. 

1  thought  each  step  was  thine. 

Until,  successively,  their  echoes  died. 

Borne  onward  still,  upon  time’s  lapsing  tide. 

As  were  those  dreams  of  mine  : 

They  may  not  come  again — proud  feelii^s  swell, 
To  mink  thou  would’st  not  even  say,  “  fwewell. 

The  moon  upon  the  sea. 

Is  glancing  her  bright  rays  around  me,  now. 

The  mirror’d  deep  is  tinted  with  her  glow. 

As  if,  in  sympathy 

With  the  soft  beauty  of  the  evening  sky. 
Wooing  the  stars,  on  its  calm  breast  to  lie. 

How  lovely  is  the  scene. 

How  mild,  how  pure,  how  sweet  to  look  upon. 
With  all  its  temiiest-flaws  at  rest,  and 


Those  there  are  who  admire  the  spruce  poplar's  vast 
height. 

And  seem  pleased  when  they  see  its  waving  top  soar. 
Who  must  sit  at  its  foot  when  the  sunshine  is  bright. 

And  on  gilded  sofas,  o’er  musty  books  pore  ; 

While  I  choose  me  a  seat,  that’s  but  easy  and  neat, 
’Neath  the  leaf-clad  elm,  the  wide-spreading  elm. 

The  cool-sRading  elm,  the  old  venerable  Eirn^ 

That  stands  at  the  door. 

On  the  oak  of  the  mountain  some  their  fanev  bestow. 
While  others  prefer  the  Pine’s  beauty  before. 

But  both  these  together  rank  in  grace  far  below 
The  nice  tapering  Fir  that  cheers  the  lone  moor ; 

Nor  do  all  the  three  seem  so  lovely  to  me. 

As  the  lofty  old  elm,  the  bird-singing  elm. 

The  nest-hanging  elm,  the  venerable  Elm, 

That  Hands  at  the  door. 

Let  seamen  extol  their  loved  “  home  on  the  deep,” 

And  delight  to  be  borne  where  the  rough  surges  roar ; 
Bepatient  in  hardships,  and  toil  without  sleep. 

Thoughtful  of  their  country  and  dear  kindred  no  more  ; 

But  much  higher  I  prize,  for  the  heart  and  the  eyes. 
The  shaggy-bark’d  elm,  the  thick-branching  elm. 

The  bough-bending  elm,  the  venerable  Elm, 

That  stands  at  the  door. 

The  sordid  old  miser  o’er  his  coffers  may  brood. 

And  Peru’s  sons  search  for  the  rich  silver  ore. 

The  Hindoo  account  the  gold  mine  his  chief  good. 

And  dig  for  the  diamonu  quite  “  thro’  the  earth’s  core  j” 
Whilst  I  estimate,  at  a  more  precious  rate,  I 

The  rain-beaten  elm,  the  storm-pelted  elm,  , 

The  strong-rooted  elm,  the  venerable  Elm, 

That  stands  at  the  door. 

Hail,  blissful  New-England,  where  the  graces  repose. 
Nurse  of  the  virtues,  and  of  plenty  the  store ; 

Here  should  Hymen  my  neck  in  his  yoke  fast  enclose, 
’Mong  others  this  favor  of  him  I  ’ll  implore, — 

.To  grant  a  companion,  who  w  ill  not  abandon 
The  breeze-waving  elm,  the  twig-cover’d  elm. 

The  verdure-clad  elm,  the  old  venerable  Elm, 

That  stands  at  the  door.  delius. 

*  Sugar.  t  A  term  given  the  Elm  by  the  Swiss. 


As  they  ne’er  had  been. 

Tet  while  I'gmse,  one  thought  alone  is  near. 

The  deep,  undying  thought,  thou  art  not  here  / 

Slowly  the  vessel  glides. 

And  I  impatient  watch  its  tardy  wake. 

While  fancy’s  glittering  visions  seem  to  break, 

As  the  light  wave  divides. 

But  memory's  hoarded  treasures,  may  not  be, 

Like  fitful  dreams,  lost  on  the  unstable  sea. 

The  hours  of  hope  and  health. 

Communion  with  the  brilliant  and  the  gay. 

Not  those,  not  those  the  things  which  brave  decay, 
’Midst  memory’s  wealth  : 

They  may  the  wings  of  morn,  or  evening  take. 

And  their  light  nature,  the  sad  heart  forsake. 

But  words  of  kindness,  come 
In  strength  and  power,  to  dare  forgetfulness ; 
Spoken,  when  sickness  made  them  sounds  to  bless. 
And  cheer  the  spirit’s  gloom. 

Oblivion’s  waves  may  wash  o’er  them  in  vain. 

The  water’s  tones  will  give  them  back  again. 

They  dwell  in  earth  and  air. 

Upon  the  glassy  bosom  of  the  deep. 

Or  on  the  billows  which  awake  its  sleep— 

Their  breath  is  every  where — 

Still  mingling  in  each  secret  thought  of  mine. 

While  silent  whispers  say,  those  words  were  thine. 

ESTELLE 


CHANGES* 

BY  JAMES  O.  ROCKWELL. 

The  billows  run  along  in  gold 
Over  the  yielding  main. 

And  when  upon  the  shore  unroll’d. 
They  gather  up  again  ; 

They  get  themselves  a  diff ’rent  form. 
These  children  of  the  wind. 

And,  or  in  sunlight,  or  in  storm. 
Leave  the  green  land  behind. 

Life’s  billows  on  life’s  changing  sea 
Come  always  to  Death’s  shore. 

Some  with  a  calm  content  and  free. 
Some  with  a  hollow  roar  ; 

They  break  and  are  no  longer  seen. 
Yet  still  defying  time. 

Divided,  and  of  different  mien. 

They  roll  from  clime  to  clime. 

All  water-courses  find  the  main ; 

The  main  sinks  back  to  earth  ; 

Life  settles  in  the  grave — again 
The  grave  hath  life  and  birth ; 

Flow’ers  bloom  above  the  sleeping  dust, 
Grass  grow's  from  scatter’d  clay  ; 

And  thus  from  death  the  spirit  must 
To  life  find  back  its  way. 

Life  hath  its  range  eternally, 

Like  water  changing  forms  ; 

The  mists  go  upward  from  the  sea. 

And  gather  into  storms  ; 

The  dew  and  rain  come  down  again. 

To  ’fresh  the  drooping  land  ; 

So  doth  this  life  exalt  and  wane, 

And  alter,  and  expand. 


SONG* 

’T  is  sweet  to  look  back  when  fatigued  with  ascending 
Some  mountain  whoso  heights  in  the  firmament  glow ; 
’T  is  sweet  to  look  back  on  the  hues  that  are  blending 


the  hues  that  are  blending 
Their  brightness  and  shade  in  the  wild  glen  below. 

And  thus  shall  the  heart  when  its  phantoms  are  flying, 


THa  lines  below  originally  appeared  in  the 
Boston  Centinel,  about  ten  years  since.  They 
were  soon  after  copied  into  the  N.  Y.  Evening 
Post,  accompanied  by  these  remarks  : — “  The  fol¬ 
lowing  lines  have  just  mot  our  eye  in  one  of  the 
Boston  papers,  and  we  hasten  to  transplant  them 


That  allured  to  ambition  the  innocent  mind. 

Often  pause  to  look  back  with  regret  and  with  sighing, 
On  the  vale  of  contentment  that ’s  smiling  behind. 


THE  EUTERPEIAD. 


tNWRITTEN  MUSIC. 

The  following  passages  were  marked  with  a  ^.^Jady^  Injhe  suspecrp*eX"ps  no  man  compre- 

pencil  in  Willis’  Magazine,  containing  the  article  >  n  ^  t  ■  t  th  /innr-  hends,  the  extent  of  the  support  given  by  reli- 

on  Music,  on  iu  being  returned  to  our  Library  When  Poverty  comes  in  at  the  j  gjon  to  every  virtue.  No  man,  perhaps,  is 

some  weeks  since.  They  comprise  the  most  dt  me  winaow.  ^  ®yj  |  aware  how  much  our  moral  and  social  senti- 

beautiful  and  delicate  morceaux  nli!  «>ents  are  fed  from  this  fountain  ;  how  power- 

oeauiixui  ana  aeiicaie  morccatu:.  it  not  in  Gath  !”  blander  !  slander !  I ’ll  never  j  .  ^ould  become  without  the 

“There  is  no  sound  of  simple  nature  that  is  believe  it!  Has  love  then,  in  truth,  “retired  u^iief  of  a  God  •  how  Daisied  would  be  human 

r.ot  music  It  is  all  God’s  work  and  so  har-  to  brighter  skies  f  Is  he  no  longer  a  denizen  J^o^Jolence,  we^e  there  nJt  the  sense  of  a 

mony.  \  ou  may  mingle  and  divide  and  of  earth .  Is  it,  indeed,  higher  benevolence  to  quicken  and  sustain  it ; 

strengthen  the  parages  of  its  great  aiithem,  modern  fair  one’s  jest,  how  suddenly  the  w^hole  social  fabric  would 

^d  It  is  still  melody,  melody.  llie  low  And  only  found  to  warm  the  turtle’s  nest !”  quake,  and,  with  a  fearful  crash,  sink  into 

\^nds  of  summer  blow  over  the  waterfalls  and  never  believe  it*  some  vile  fortune-hunt-  1^‘opeless  ruin,  were  the  ideas  of  a  Supreme  Be- 

the  brooks,  and  bring  their  voices  to  your  ear  ^  never  oeiieve  ii.  some  viie  loriune  mini  e  ^^oiinnhlenoss  and  of  a  future  life  to 
M  if  their  mvppt iiPQs  wa<«  linked  bv  an  accurate  ^r  or  neglected  old  maid  must  have  given  accouniaDiencss,  ana  oi  a  luiure  me,  lo 

^  11  tneir  SH  eetn^  was  link^  Dy  an  accurate  _  \  ,  ..j  Love— the  feline  utterly  erased  from  every  mind.  Once  let 

finger;  yet  the  wind  is  but  a  fitful  player ;  and  uiierance  lo  me  viiiany.  ^oye  me  leemig  ^  I ,  i^i:  .u 

voii  mav  frn  nut  when  the  temnest  is  iin  and  which  emanates  from  the  Divinity,  who  IS  its  morougniy  Deneve  inai  iney  are  me  work 
you  may  go  out  wnen  me  temp^t  is  up,  ana  love— the  distinffuishinff  iift  of  Hea-  and  sport  of  chance;  that  all  their  improve- 

hear  the  strong  trees  moaning  as  they  lean  be-  me  aisiingukiiing  giii  ui  riea  .  •  I  r  .  j  .  the  weak 

fore  it  and  the  Inna  arass  hissina  as  it  swppos  veil ;  the  passion  that  purifies  every  Other,  like  menis  perisii  lor  ever  at  aeam ,  mat  me  weak 

lore  It,  ana  me  long  grass  mssing  as  it  sweeps  *  ’  ,  ^  swallowing  the  rest _ that  makes  have  no  guardian,  and  the  poor  no  avenger; 

through,  and  Its  own  solemn  monotony  over  all,  Aaron  s  roa,  swallowing  me  rest  mat  make.  ^  unheard  in  heaven*  that  secret 

—and  the  rinnle  of  that  same  brook  and  the  hfe  worth  living  for— is  it  nothing,  or  worse  ^“ai  an  oain  IS  unneara  in  neaven ,  mat  secret 

ana  me  rippie  oi  mat  same  Drc^k,  ana  tne  nothing- to  wither  at  the  touch  of  vover-  t^rimes  have  no  witness  but  the  perpetrator ; 

waterfaU’s  unaltered  bass  shall  still  reach  you  V  u  I  a  .  Ti  t  V  that  human  existence  has  no  nurnose  and  hu- 

in  the  intervals  of  its  nower  as  much  in  hnr  to  be  blasted  at  its  approach!  I  deny  It—  ^aai  numan  existence  nas  no  purpose,  ana  nu 

in  me  inte^als  oi  its  power,  as  muen  in  nar-  y  nnon  all  mv  sex  to  stand  un  in  its  virtue  no  unfailing  friend  ;  that  this  briet 

inony  as  before,  and  as  much  a  part  of  its  can  upon  ail  my  sex  to  siana  up  in  us  i-i-  •  .u:  ^ j  .u  :  .  .  I 

nerfect  and  nernetnal  hvmn  There  is  no  ^ause!  Poverty,  I  will  allows,  may  be  the  test,  total,  ever 

periwi  ana  perpetual  nymn.  inere  the  touchstone  of  love*  and  how  often  do  weU^li^^S  extinction;  once  let  men  thoroughly 

accident  of  nature’s  causing  w^hich  can  bring  me  loucnsione  oi  love ,  ana  now  oiien  ao  we  ,  f  religion  and  who  can  conceive  or 

in  discord  The  leeaened  rnck  mnv  fall  Intel  SCO  it  shiiie  brighter  by  the  union !  how  often  religion,  ana  w  no  can  conceive  or 

in  di^ora.  1  he  loosened  rock  may  mil  into  •  seethe  humble  cottage  gilded  bv  its  describe  the  extent  of  the  desolation  which 

the  abyss,  and  the  overblowm  tree  rush  down  1?®  me  nurnoie  couage  giiaea  oy  us  ,  fniinw? 

through  the  branches  of  the  wood  and  the  thnn-  beams— how  often  IS  a  paradise  erected  in  the  wouia  louow  ^  ^  ^  ^ 

mrougnme  Dr^cnes  oi  me  wooa,ana  me  mun  _ pvprv  virtuous  exertion  g  hope,  perhaps,  that  human  laws  and 

der  peal  awfully  in  the  sky ;— and  sudden  and  ^  necessity— every  v  riuous  exertion  |  ,  svmnathv  w^ould  hold  societv  together 

violent  as  these  changes  wm  their  tiirnult  stimulated  by  the  practice  of  love  alone !  , natural  s>rnpainy  would  noid  society  togemei. 

violent  as  mese  cnan^p  ^em,  meir  tumuii  _  As  reasonably  might  we  bcdieve  that  were  the 

sound  of  winds  and  waters,  quenched  in  the  heavens,  our  torches  could 

and  the  exquisite  ear  of  the  musician  can  de-  true  beautv.  ! illuminate,  and  our  fires  quicken  and  fertilize 

tect  no  jar.  It  is,  methinks,  a  low  and  degrading  idea  of ‘the  creation.  What  is  there  in  human  nature 

*  *  “It  is  not  such  a  gloomy  thing  that  sex,  which  was  created  to  refine  the  joys,  to  awaken  respect  and  tenderness,  if  man  is  the 

to  die.  The  world  has  pleasant  places,  and  and  soften  the  cares  of  humanity,  by  the  most  unprotected  insect  of  the  day  !  And  what  is 
I  would  hear  in  my  last  hour,  the  voices,  and  agreeable  participation,  to  consider  them  mere-  he  more,  if  Atheism  be  true  7  Erase  all 
the  birds,  and  the  chance  music  I  may  have  ly  as  objects  of  sight.  This  is  abridging  them  thoughts  and  fear  of  God  from  a  community,’ 
loved;  but  better  music  and  voices^of  more  i  of  their  natural  extent  of  power,  to  put  them  ^nd  selfishness  and  sensuality  would  absorb 
ravishing  sweetness,  and  far  pleasanter  places,  1  upon  a  level  with  their  pictures.  How  much  the  whole  man.  Appetite,  knowing  no  re- 
are  found  in  heaven.  I  would  have  my  friends  nobler  is  the  contemplation  of  Beauty,  height-  straint,  and  poverty  and  suffering  having  no 
comfort  me  and  smile  pleasantly  on  me,  and  ened  by  virtue,  and  commanding  our  est^m  solace  or  hope,  would  trample  in  scorn  on  the 
feel  willing  that  I  should  be  released  from  and  love,  while  it  draws  our  observation,  restraints  of  human  laws.  Virtue,  duty,  and 
sorrow  and  perplexity  and  disease,  and  go  How  faint  and  spiritless  are  the  charms  of  a  principle,  would  be  mocked  and  spumed,  as 
up,  now  that  my  race  was  finished,  joyfully  coquette,  when  compared  with  the  real  loveli-  unmeaning  sound.  A  sordid  self-interest  would 
to  my  reward.  And  if  it  be  allotted  me,  as  I  ness  of  Honoria’s  innocence,  piety,  good  humor  supplant  every  other  feeling;  aod^nan  w*ould 
pray  it  will,  to  die  in  the  summer  time,  I  wwld  and  truth;  virtues  which  add  a  new  softness  become,  in  fact,  wdiat  the  theory  Atheism 
be  borne  out  beneath  the  open  sky,  and  have  to  her  sex,  and  beautify  her  beauty !  That  declares  him  to  be,  a  companioii  for  brutes, 
my  pillow^  lifted  that  I  might  see  the  glory  of  agreeableness  which  must  have  otherwise  ap-|  Collet’t  Litcratur*. 

the  setting  sun,  and  pass  away,  like  him,  with  peared  no  longer  in  the  modest  virgin,  is  nowj  i., 

undiminished  light  to  another  world.”  i  preserved  in  the  tender  mother,  the  Prudent 

.  4  „  r  u  I  •  ^  friend,  and  the  faithful  wife.  Colors  artfully  i, dented  to  those  who,  like  Ihicon  and  Bntler,  dig 

“It  IS  not  mere  Doetrv  to  talk  of  the  ‘  voices!!  _ _ _ _  k.w  ithe  good  from  the  mine  of  literature,  or  to  those 


LOVE. 


MORAL  INFLUENCE  OF  CHRISTIANITY. 

A  FRAGMENT. 

Few  men  suspect,  perhaps  no  man  compre¬ 
hends,  the  extent  of  the  support  given  by  reli¬ 
gion  to  every  virtue.  No  man,  perhaps,  is 
aware  how  much  our  moral  and  social  senti- 


strengthen  the  passages  of  its  great  anthem, 
and  it  is  still  melody, — melody.  The  low 
vvinds  of  summer  blow  over  the  waterfalls  and 


how  suddenly  the  whole  social  fabric  would 
quake,  and,  with  a  fearful  crash,  sink  into 
hopeless  ruin,  were  the  ideas  of  a  Supreme  Be- 


^a  Its  myriau  influences  are  aiiaibly  at  work.  natural  graces  of  the  person  any  |  f/T  f.  ,  currency  ana  uiuiiy.  ror 

Even  by  night  you  may  lay  your  ear  to  the  excellent  qualities,  may  be  allowed  still  to  1**“  the  practical  purposes  of  life,  truth  might 
ground,  and  hear  that  faintest  of  murmurs,  thei  ^tnuse  as  a  picture,  but  not  to  triumph  as  a  Pti^n  as  m  the  folio  of  aschoid- 

sound  of  growing  things.  I  used  to  think i  man,  and  those  wiio  relea.se  her  from  her  cob- 

when  I  was  a  child,  that  it  was  fairy  music.!  whin  Adam  k  introduced  bv  Milton  de- live  with  men, 
If  you  have  been  used  to  rising  early,  you!  scribing  Paradise,  and  relating  to  the 

have  not  forgotten  how  the  stillness  of  the  angel  the  impression  he  felt  upon  seeing  her  at 

night  s^ms  increased  by  the  timid  note  of  the;  her  first  creation;  he  does  not  represent  her;:  rpi_  i  4U  i  rr 

first  bird.  It  is  the  only  time  when  I  ivould  lay  hike  a  Grecian  Venus  bv  her  shaoe  or  features  *  secret  of  Dante  s  struggles  through  life 

afinger  on  the  lio  of  nature  —the  deen  himh  is!u  f  u  leaiurt^.  reckless  sarcasm  of  his  answer  to  the 

annger  on  me  up  oi  naiure,  me  aeep  nusn  is  hut  by  the  lustre  of  her  mind,  which  shone  m  Prince  of  Verona  who  asked  him  how  he  could 

so  very  solemn.  By  and  by,  however,  the  them  and  gave  them  the  Dower  of  charming  “O'v  u  i  j  I- 

birds  are  all  up,  and  the  peculiar  holineks  of gave  them  the  power  ot  charming,  account  for  the  fact  that,  in  the  households  o) 

the  hour  deelines _ hut  what  a  world  of  niii«ie'  “  Grace  was  in  all  her  steps,  heav’n  in  her  eye,  princes,  the  court-fool  was  in  greater  favor  than 

.u  “  I  .V,  T  1  •  rl  In  all  her  gestures  dignity  and  love.”  the  philosopher.  “Similarity  of  minds,”  said 

dws  the  sun  shine  on !— the  deep  lowing  ofj  *  ®  ^  the  fierce  genius,  “  is,  all  over  the  world,  the 

me  cattle  blending  in  with  the  capricious  war-  Without  this  irradiating  power,  the  proudest  isourcc  of  friendship.” 

ble  of  a  thousand  of  God’s  happy  creatures,  |  fair  one  ought  to  know,  whatever  her  glass  - 

and  the  stir  of  industry  coming  on  the  air  like  may  tell  her  to  the  contrary,  that  her  most  per- 1  Platonic  Love.— “  What,”  said  a  lady,  “  do 
the  undertones  of  a  choir,  and  the  voice  of  feet  features,  are  uninformed  and  dead.  i you  think  of />/o/o7iic /w  ei*  ”  **  Madam,”  replied 

man  heard  in  the  distance  over  all,  like  a  Ben  Johnson  gives  an  epitaph,  with  a  spirit, 

SI  ger  among  instruments,  giving  them  mean-  nothing  could  inspire  but  such  an  object 
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delicate,  you  have  minded  how  all  these  sounds  ,  ®  ^  hleecker,  wo.  b,  Lortianm 

grew  softer  and  oa  nf  “  Underneath  this  stone  doth  lie,  •treet,  at  Three  Dollars  per  annum,  payable  in  advan^  by 

^  exhalations  of  .  jcountry  Subscribers ;  and  quarterly  in  advance  by  Sub* 

aew  noatea  up,  and  the  vibrations  loosened  in  Which  when  alive  did  vigor  give,  isenbers  in  New- York,  Philadelphia,  and  New-Haven. 

the  thin  air.”  !  To  as  much  Beauty  as  coul/live.”  ..nnwio  &  TOLirRKc:7«i»TrH..  71  .r.iv-iT. 
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